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details of precedence as the Great King could ever have been at
Versailles, and quite unaware of the absurdities of a ritual of
which he had, in part, been the creator. Meanwhile, the Sons
were looking at us, my uncle and me, with that air of pleasure
which people show when exercising their right to impose
ostracism. I heard FredyDupont say'Terribly sorry... another
time ...' My uncle, all dignity thrown to the winds, caught at
a straw, grovelling. 'Wouldn't there perhaps be room forme on
the running-board ?. , . * But no, it was fully occupied by the
grooms! The situation was taking on the appearance of a
public affront: we had drunk of shame to the dregs. Once again,
the horns sounded a flourish, hooves rattled on the cobbles,
and there we stood alone, my uncle and I, where the fateful
'drag3 had been, among the golden droppings of the horses.
I could see from the look on my uncle's face that the domestic
staff was in for a bad time when he got home, and that next
morning his typist would be shot to pieces by broadside after
broadside of insult and abuse, and would come to me in the
evening, after office hours, for the consolation she was by now
accustomed to receive. Fearing that the storm might burst over
my head, I plunged into the park. The day, by this time, had
laid aside its make-believe mask of spring, and it was an icy
wind that carried back to me the echoes of the festive day,
and those notes on the hunting-horn which had never, pre-
viously, held any hint of melancholy, but had merely rasped
my nerves with the idiotic vulgarity of their brassy din. Pro-
strated though I was by the load of my humiliation, and
finding my own company unendurable, I was, nevertheless,
conscious deep within myself, of an upwelling sense of release
and liberation. A leafless alley, where stood an insipid plaster
statue of Our Lady from which the sugary colours were slow-
ly flaking, offered me a refuge, and there I hastily gave vent